COMICS 




MAGNO & PA VEY fIGHT THE CLOWN! 
KAY McKAY • BUCKSKIN • VUICAN 




TSIRHOC BEACHE* ICY FINeER^ INTO 
THE HEARTS CF THE INNOCENT CITIZENS 
£>F BlfienV AS THE CLOWN, AAASTER AAURDERER AND K11.LFR 
ffXTRAOOplNAHY RETURNS CTJCE AV^RE.' AND 0HCB A5AIN 
AAASNO AWD DAVEY POL-I-OW HVS ^FCClS OF JLL-iSenTEN 
WE4i-TH IMTO A HOUJ<MU5T OF BLOOO AND (3VSNASE-. 
£AN THEY 'STfZMB FA«T ENOUGH OB HARD ENOUGH 
TO *1»P THIS TWeNTIETTH CfNTUEY BLUESEARD 
FROM SEINS ENTANGLED IN THE CLOWN'S STRANDS OP EVIL7 



MBAMWMJL&- ASOt/7- A d?£SA&7~£~/S 




•"/i^ 





THE l/HX/JOWA/ P&aPU£&/P • 
0F~ Twe CIEAAZ-OLTT <Z&/ME ' 
rA&A&E" WAS W&TE&JOUSLy / 

srmae&A/ peac? a few /^ 

M0MEA/TS A&0 AL0M& 7M£ 1 
PAIZA&E'S UA/EOF-AM&OJ. 
THE* fS&0, 000 TA/AT HE- 
WAS SL/F'FVSED T0 SfE 
i?A/S / 0y/*/& WAS A*/*W/M&. 
.. THE" &A/LY CCl/E 70 H/S 
AAiS/3C?f/& WAS A C/APCt/LA 
/A/ H/S HA/JO (+tV/,CV «tf '" 
•S<0£.\/tr TtfE MVSTe&Y . 
7W" TMZ-rEEMT*J £?£0M/A/.. ' 
.. YOCf-LL O/E £-At*t5H/AX3r 



-rue JJ&M& <?& ma/?&/am 
MAA/&&11.1 Twelve 



I'M. TAKIN& THI# -MONEY 

A 3ET AWAV... CUCKINC3 <S*JT 
" ' 'IS EX- WtV/6#< r 




Mti&/0f WHAT? Y Mlf MAf 

f*T *MrnBO, ^DAVEY. HAW 

MAeSA/os- J HAW BOTTUe" 

R3KMULA QOX 

*WH~AC..a'A''HA 

GET IT.- 




"*».„, 



8UT ^T!?EETEK.r TFLLME 
MOtSS ABOUT IT' YBU «AY 
>»U WANT Tf3 CKOTEGT- THE 
HOMOK *r YOU« ■SONS'' 1»U 
WEEP ONCF A CRIMINAL AN0 
THEY OONT KNOW ITT BUTT 



THAT'S ALL t CAN TEl-A. \ | 

you mb. rai*K... a onecn* 
to tfovew vouh e)CP^N«a>s 

l« AUBEAOY IN TWE MAIL 
TO YOU... &L£A$E- BO Mffr 




r Oo VOU ^ 

BELIEVE - , 




A DARING LEAP BY THE 

MAN WHO KMOWS NO 
FEA.E^ 



THE - NEXT INSTANT THE OVK 
CR*,«H» INTO A PH-L-Affi... 
UVlTH A TETSffilFItT IA\f*.eT 





IT /# <sooor 

0UR RELIEVE 
Me.* r £AN 
PROvff THAT, 
r never **w 
THAT -STIFF 
SEFOtze IN 
MY LIFE.' 
AND ME<3AVE 
ME THAT (ZAW 




/ms wt.i-G/2 m-tA/*r& AtewiS 



/"lF T COULD ONLY THINK C 
5CMEWAY DF ^MLTTIN' UP 
TMAT SUV Rl-SK-.-I COULD 




I'LL <3ET TMAT OESAN 
AND GO AFTER tZI*K IN - 
«TEAD OF LETT1N' HIM 

come" aptek wrr I'LL 

SPAT THAT <3UY AT HIS 
OWN (SAME- ANC? Nseepv 
CAN FfN NOTHIN' ON ME 




YCHJ WliSH TO , 

PuBOHA-BE A \ IMFWETANT. 

MONKEY* BUT J JU*T GBJ- M£ 
•Sip? NON6TOF /THE' MONKEV 
THE«e l« /AND LEMME < 

TKAINED TO/ W?fZRV A00UT 

vy^ffiK. WITH 

A ^TR-ECT 

OSSANI^TT 




THAT AIN'T "N GeTU*»t&& 7&#/*e>'#tSY ~_ 



TH'« I* «S3KMA WoEK"£ 
... At5 «»N A*> r .SET THE 

IN«IPE* CUTOI' THIS 1 
I'LL. CUT IW M¥ 0WAf _ 




r firjZfVizrr we perfect' 
me barrel, of -rue chattcc- 
0C« MAKES A SweLL. 
■SUPStaET.. YOU CAN'T TgU- 
-IHl* OEffiAN FTaSW THE - 
«KAu THIM3..- UNTIL. IT 
STARTS to PLAY." 



A "Short, time later, a* abpul 



WHAT MOVE OO WE 
MAKE.OH MANTES!, "!» j 
0F2tN«3 THE THIRD "l 
MAN TOjU«TlCff 



^THC WAT I HAVE IT 

fksuher HELFRJCK 

kNOW€ WE'RE THE" 

I tWN'T KNOvV\ ONLV ONE WHO HAVE 



AI3C7UL.- I CONTJ ANV EVIDENCE 
THINK WE'LL. / A<SAIN«T HIM.-* 
MAKE ANV^f H6Tl-l_ PWBABlV 

Mover ^ 



<=OA\E AFTBKZ L«r 




Mi 



wi 



TM£ &/&?£*/£> AM&A/M& lite -XVHMY &W 





see THAT NICE 1 

LOOKINS OLP (SENT 
TALKING TO THE 
HOSTESS.. HE'* 
E"KI£ LANE Of 
KAN«A<S CITY, THE 
K&MOUC ffCIENTlSTT 




POLICE ANO AfA^OCAl. !«: 

TMF PLANE 1 " |r °— =r 

^OUAEONE INJFCTTP 

INTO TMI6 
ACM WITH A 
UYPt?-.. M£_W& 





'Tf THE ENEMY HAS THAT ANTI 
TOX(N FORMULA... IT MEANS 
POISON SAS WILu BE" USED ... 
THF WAR SHORTLY; BECAUSE 1 
THEY'LL HAVE THE ANTI- 
TOXIN TO OFFSET ANY 
REPRISALS.-" 




DEAR MISS M<= KAV.-T ■SUSPECT) 
SOMETMINS WILL HAFWn On ' 
the; trip, ao to 22. hays 

STREET., <3ET A LE V I E g R3ST- I 
MARKED KANSAS-CITY AND 
APDRESSFP TO ME", AND 
TAKE" IT TO -THE NEAR65T 
K&I. OFFICE. VECY IMPORT- 
ANT. ERIC UME. ' 



SAFELV IN THE EC*5«V1N<3 HOUSE 
"-f THE** MEETS (3NEOF THE" 



0OB3Y- F»JN CUfiMT T» 
^ THE" TBiCk ON THI-S 
OLP-FASMIONEC LOCK.' 




IP 90TTEC SET OUT OF j 
HEBE... IF I'M CAUiSHT IN ' 
HERS - IT WILl-tSIVE 7 AWAY 
THE WHOLE THING... I CAN 
ae-r hb« latcts.* 



KAV'^ ASSAILANT LEAVER AND 
"IDl-ADV AHHIVB* " 




MAY THS*/ 7XK&S AA/ A0- 
ALUM'S A 0ALC&W AAJB 



C3AEK AS e>rra-i 

ueae™ ecn i Era 
■Snap on thf 
lkshtt 




'iCeNTlFICATTON PAPSOC "Tl 
INSIDE THI« WALLET 
S^IOW CKSOlZW WAS AN 
KB.I. MAN—THIS (TLEAiaS 
THINGS UP A LITTLE. 





DOOCN MUST HAVE" BEEN 
SECRETLY A««'<3NEO TO 
GUAED MB. LANE ON THE 
FLKSHT WHEN THE PAPEES ' 
WEHE R3UNP MISSINffl... WE 
WENT TO LANE'S ADDGESS 
AND SUMPeC INTO ME." V 




MEANWHILE THE ffEAL MUB- 
OEIZEE PIDNT KNOW LANE 
MAC MAILED THE FORMULA To 
HIMSELF". HE RfiUEED SOME- 
ONE on that Plane stole 
it PiCST.. BECAUSE W»BN 
WAS SITTING NEXT TO LANE, 
THE MUEDERES SUSPECTED 
HIM...DOOKN MUST HAVE 




AC A*'/ : *£Af?& /<V 7we 



-rw£ A/&XT M&&A///S&... 




MAKK JEKaSEN, THE" MAN , 
WHO WAS «ITTINS 9FWIND 
LANS... HE MUST 3B THE 
ONE... NONE OF THOSE' 
OTH ER PASSFNfiEBS 




VERY CLEV£K MISS 
WC.KAY... I'LL B£ ON 
VOUH PLANE T"WI J 
MOBNINd? AND WE'LL 
TALK PBICE.' 



&ZVE&AL fSCkJGS LA7&& 




-the */&X7- /s&ise-* 1 - 




OBERT BLAKE 
SCHOOL PRINCIPAL. 

enters A lunoheonette 
across from THE 

SCHOOL . 




-THE LlBEBTy 
CLUB IS MAKING 
THINGS EASIER, 
FOR THE 
SOLDIERS, 
SO IV£ ALL 
CHIP IN AND 
SUPPLY THE 
BOVS WITH 
COFFEE AND 
SANDWICHES 
EVERY 
NIGHT. 



-THAT'S 

marvelous! 

-twits the 

Finest thing 

I'VE EVER. 
HEARD OF,, 
WHOSE IDEA 




OESSUP.EH? IF I 
REMEMBER CORRECTLY, 
BEFORE THE WAR THERE 
WAS A JESSUP WHO WAS 
A MEMBER OF THEBUND 
IF HE'S THE SAME ONE, 
HE'S SUDDENLY GONE 
PATRIOTIC, OH, WELL, 
I6UESS PEARL HARBOB 
BROUGHT HIM TOWS 
SENSES— IT'S A 
NICE IOEA 





<\e&iU? V&POZ1Z TO H'£ 
<iA-£APg£, TH£ 0LACXBUZZAZP 





V — 



1 T)A\6 i£ SAN-ry OP -fy& 
li9&ar?i GLU0. you-Toi-p 

i V4T0 CALL- lOU IP gV£lZ- 
^J+NP -fHEP^'^ Pf-PNTV ^ 


if% 


■m 




4W 








Sw^vW^ 




! L.rw^in 



«... ANPACCOMPANiEP 
I BY Hl£ Pgf iAMgf2t<TAN 

lANty^ £TAU!^ OP* 



H »aJi "Vlfcl 


4&JL' V ■ / NIC& 


life % 




15® 


j-^M™^ 


^r!sSw$Hfm 


pfc^l 


Ritual 





f^lN^H HIM 

-timS' we 

HAV£ A 
^CH£PUl-£ _, 
-THAT MU»' 




-THAT POe^ f&g. Hiivl /. 

an-Ti -AieceA^T <SUM£-1JJ£ 
I &ls\cz guzz^ee- HA6 a 

^OB-lVg A]2^£NA( 





INTELLIGENT SfRCCAaftTCT 
• H'S **9!&WrtBNT to PEQ- 

peer ion' 




"CTeakbnbo 

FROM WIS 

LOSS OF BLOOD, 

BUCKSKIN 

CLIM6S SLOWLy 
TOWARD TUB 

SUICIDE CRAFT 
A5 HIS OWN 

PLANE CRASHES 
BELOW ' 




,'7]S BUCKSKIN MAKES MIS WAV 
UJ TOWARD THE PILOT'S SEAT 
THE NAZI SPOTS HIS OBJECT- 
= HE GUNS HIS MOTOR 
AND THE PLANE PICKS UP 
ALXITUOG FOR ITS DIVE/ 




S WHERE VOU COME *\ 

FROM? VOU WONT ' 

STOP N 




/I'M NOT DyiNS.' 

! i sail out' 
v die, fool 
/amerikaner 



|3WAVING MISUNDERSTOOD 
W BUCKSKIN'S UNPUNISHED 
NOTE, THE LIBERTY CLUB KIDS 
ARE STILL AT TH* ARSENAL 
AS DEATH ON NA2! WINSS 
THUNDERS TOWARD FHEM I 




sverv ounce cc-h.s 
•Strength strains a»ai *$t 
the stick/ cant«i 
weakened suckswin pl_ 

THE DEATH PLANt Out 
OF THIS TgRRIPlC piv " 



L^ARE INCHES FROM THE ARSENAL.ISUCkSKIN 
MEETS SUCCESS.. .THE DEATH-PLANB SKIMS 
THE ROOF. AND HEAPS ONWARD/ 




WHEW.' THAT WAS 
AS CLOSE TO DOOMS- 
DAV AS I EVER WANT 
TO COME/ NOW TO { 
HEAD SACK TO THE 
HIDEOUT- TH 
SABOTEURS 
SHOULD BE 
THERE' / 



THIS IS THE 
END OF THE L 
FOR THE 84-ACK ■ 

BUZ.2zAt*C>- . 
HOPE THE WATER'S 
DEEP' 





GEE, MR. BLAKE, 
IT'S A GOOD THING 
FOR WOMEN, SICK ' 
MEN LIKE -rfDU, AND 
KIDS LIKE US THAT 

BUCKSKIN | 
AROUND TO 

PROTECT 




AND AS 
INDEED,! L-ONS 
BANTV'7 AS 

AMER- 
ICANS NEED 
FROTECTlOri 
FROM THOSE 
WHO PREV 

THE WEAK 

BUCKSKIN 

SHALL BE 

THERE/ 



THE BlACK &UZZAZP 

3ggfV eeMovec f-poN'T Miff 

"SVCKSK'N IN THE NgxT \*5Ut Of 

8upe#./*ry*rgkyo?Mfosf w 




THE 
JJUNGLE 

RDUCE.' 






Hfc) WHAT FANTASTIC 
ADVENTUJZES WILL, THIS 

•sectzeT MEETINO 
&ETWEEM A WHITE 
EENEGADE ANC A FIEBCE 
<320UP OF NATIVE 
CHIEFTANS LEAD? AND 
HOW WILL IT AFFECT 
OUE FEIENC3S, CAPT. 
GALLANT" AND HIS 

czew t 



NO'P 

PS 




THINGS, JfflT THE SAME MOMENT, 
-"■ GAPT. GALLANT AND HIS 
CEEW MAKB THElE WAV 
TOWAED TOWN FOE 
PEOVISIONS 



IEDttwt moment- capt. 
gallant ano lila"- 



Okt, &AEON HEAIZS THE 
EXPLOSION / 




*yty*m*m l mfimto 



OX-THAT MOMENT, CHOP 
CHtNO, LOADED WITH 
"CANNED GOODS", EMBUSES 
FBOM THE HOLD 

ass* 




GQtNCBEO UNOSZ HIS HEfiL IS A 
(ZAZOe SHAEP CUTTINa ££3©S, 
PLACED THEEE 6V CAPT. GALL ANT 
TO PBEPAee H/M FOB ANY 




"I'LL (SET THEM ALL 'r'LL 
RUN THIS YACHT INTO 
THE SUB AND 

At WITH ArtE" -' r'LL 
I^ILL THEA4 " EVEI2Y, 
. OME OF THEM " 




m 



fBiOW 77/e .-H4A/ £OfW--GAPT: 
GALLANT SAILS NO£TH IWTO 
THE AECTIC WILDERNESS IN 
THE NEXT ISSUE OFj3UP£&- . 
MYSTEXY COMICS.'/ &£*'*'*.? 



Owlhoot 



By Cliff 



IT is one thing to swear solemnly to uphold the 
law, no matter what the cost. It is another to 
have to brinii in an outlaw, when that outlaw 
hold? your sick child under threat of death 
should you come without the money and try to 
pull a fast one. 

Such a grim problem confronted Sheriff Mart. 
Whitmore. Jeff— tall, lean and prematurely gray- 
slumped in his oak swivel chair, face buried in his 
broad, tanned hands. Presently he uncovered his 
face, stared haggardly over at his curly haired 
deputy by the table. 

"Sam," he said hollowly, "we can't just sit here, 
wonderin' every second what that, skunk's done 
with my boy. Why, Jimmy might even now be 
dead, choked up like ,he was with that diphtheria 
when Harmer stole him last night. The sawbones 
gave him one chance in ten of pullin' through. 
Sam, we've got to do somethin', and do it damn' 

Sam Canby removed a nervous cigarette. His 
voice was strained when he spoke. "But what? 
We're up a tree. We can't raise twenty thousand. 
And even if you was to go alorie lo Buzzard 
Mesa, like the note said, what's lo prevent Harmer 
frorti sluggin' you from ambush? I'm tellin you, 
Mart, there's no honor with outlaws. Only good 
one's a dead one, like Injuns." 

The lawman nodded mechanically. It had always 
been his contention that in even the worst killer 
there was sgme good, but now that belief was 
toppling. What good could there be in a man who 
would ruthlessly, snatch a child from its sickbed, 
to satisfy his insatiable lust for money? No death 
was too good for a man like that. 

Whitmore passed a moist hand over bis eyes. 
The whole thing was a nightmare, a hellish night- 
mare, his waking suddenly, finding little Jimmy 
gone and the note pinned to the pillow. "Doc" 
Harmer. the abductor, was an outlaw, a killer of 
the worst brand. He had shot five men down in 
cold blood for their pay, 

"Doc" — he'd practiced medicine several years 
in Tonapah County before the .killer lust had 
cropped out — had taken lo the owlhoot after 
shooting his first man in a drunken brawl. Cattle 
rustling, bank and stage holdups followed. Killing 
for a living became easy. Too easy. It was Sheriff 
Whitmore's duty to put an end to such a living. 

Witli a muffled curse, the lawman sprang to his 
feet. He began to buckle on his gunbeit. "Get your 
irons and come with n*," he jerked. "We're ridiii' 
for Buzzard Mesa now." 

Sam Canby stared. "We? But the note said — " 

~Bu\ the look in Whi tin ore's eyes was that of a 
(nan who knew what he was doing. The look of & 
man who had lost the greatest hope and now was 
acting solely for revenge. A man who was going 
to smash a snake that didn't deserve to live. Canby 
hurried out to the horses. 

The ride up the canyon was long, hot. and dusty. 
Whitmore sat stiff in 4iis saddle, looking straight 



ahead. He uttered not a word of explanation. But 
deep in his heart was a pain, a pain so excruciat- 
ing that his clenched teeth scarcely could hold 
back the scream that was striving to wedge 
through them 

For Sheriff Whitmore felt sure his boy must be 
dead by now. The fever had been high before 
Jimmy was stolen. It would be raging by the time 
Harmer got him to his hideout. And his throat— 
Whitmore choked. He could still hear Jimmy's 
pitiful breathing, the desperate way the kid had 
gulped for air. That little windpipe of his was 
conjested almost shut. If it didn't clear up soon, 
he'd strangle. 

THE lawman had to brush a growing mist from 
his eyes. It seemed so empty, this plan to trap 
Doc Harmer. With Jimmy gone, what else was 
there to live for? For ten years — ever since his 
wife, Rachel, had died— Mart Whitmore had been 
both mother and father to the boy. They'd played 
Indian together, ridden down the long trails at 
dusk, Whitmore showing how the deer came down 
to drink, Mart had shown Jimmy right from 
wrong, impessing on him fhat no man was all bad, 
but that justice must come first always. 

All this Jimmy had drunk in with the eagerness 
of youth. His bright eyes shone when his dad told 
him about the tight spots he'd been in. To grow- 
up straight and strong like his dad was what 
Jimmy was living for. 

Mart Whitmore spurred savagely. He must have 
been loco about that "some good in the worst of 
us" stuff. Doc Harmer just couldn't have any good 
in him. 

At the bottom of the long, winding trail up in 
Buzzard Mesa, the sheriff reined in his moun' 
For the first time since they'd left town, he spoke. 

"Sam," he said evenly, "everything depends on 
you followin' my orders right. You're to stay here 
in among the trees. Harmer U be watchin' from 
the rim. When he sees mc comin' alone with the 
money, he'll duck back outa sight. That'll be your 
cue to fan like hell for that bend in the trail" 

His voice droned to a whisper, as if he were 
afraid the outlaw on the mesa might hear. 

"Remember," he concluded, "thirty minutes at 
the bend. Then ride back for town. I hope I've 
timed it right. It's the only way we can trap the 

Canby took his outstretched hand,. His little 
black eyes sparkled. "It's got to work Good luck, 
pard. You'll need it." 

Up among the thick brush bearding the edge 
of the cliffs, a solitary figure moved. It « 
Harmer. He was watching the narrow ribbon of 
(rail beneath him. In his delicately formed fingers 
he clutched a Winchester. 

Presently, the outlaw gave a muffled grunt. Be- 
low him a tiny object moved, a single horseman 
plodding up the cliff trail. Harmer followed (he 
rider keenly, saw him disappear about the cedar- 



Hostage 



Howe 



studded bend, reappear sometime later 

1 himself several yards from 



the- 



old pine stub. 

He hadn't long to wait. Crackling twigs and 
crunching gravel sounded among the trees. 
Breathing heavily, Harmer saw Sheriff Mart 
Whitmore ride cautiously over to the stump and 
dismount. The lawman took a good-sized bag 
from his saddle, stuffed it info the jagged hole 
halfway up the pine bole. 

Glancing about nervously. Whitmore remounted 
and spurred quickly back the way he'd come. 

Doc Harmer eased back to the cliff rim. He 
waited there until he saw the lone rider emerge 
about the cedar bend, dwindle into an indistinct 
speck on the trail to town. Even then, the outlaw 
waited a good ten minutes to make sure. 

Then he was back at the pine stub, clawing out 
the brown bag. 

He laid aside his rifle to count the bills. They 
were in fives and lens and — cut strips of news- 
paper! With a curse, Harmer scuffed through 
them angrily There wasn't more than forty dollars 
actual cash. 

So engrossed was the man that he failed to 
note the faint crunch of hoot on dry leaves. 

"Raise 'em— high!" 

Almost before the words had cracked out, 
Harmer's gun aim began its downward swoop. 
But it froze halfway as whistling lead ploughed 
air an inch from it. The gunman pivoted slowly 

"Whitmore!" he gasped incredulously His arms 
elevated. 

Mart Whitmorc's face was a grim mask as he 
edged forward. His own breatb. came jerkily 
"What have you done with him?" he grated, 
almost in a whisper "What have you done with 
my boy? By hell, if you've — " 

i Doc Harmer's tensed lips cracked open. He 
couldn't savvy how the sheriff had returned so 
fast. He'd seen him melt in the distance. "The 
kid?" he murmured. "He's okay " The outlaw 
looked quicklv at the tree above him, then back 
at the sheriff 

WHITMORE had removed Harmer's guns. Wild 
hope was struggling in the lawman's eyes. 
"Y- You're lym'," he began huskily. 
There was ^ slight softening of Harmer's gaze 
"Listen." he said quietly. "I didn't know about 
the kid's bein' sick when i stole him, All I wanted 
was the money. The kid's in an old shack a short 
piece from here. But get this straight, Whitmore, 
I don't intend to hang. I've dodged rope this long 
and I aim to keep right on dodgin' it. You'll 

It happened so quickly the lawman couldn't 
guard againsl it. Harmer's upraised hands, closing 
about a whiplike branch, drew it back, let it fly 
full in Whitmore's face. Whitmore staggered back. 



cursing in pain, He clawed at the red welt which 
jumped across his eyes. 

Like a lightning holt gone loco. Doc Harmer 
dived for his rifle. 

The weapon boomed just as the sheriff retrieved 
his fallen .45. Whitmore went down like a log, 
pafh twisting his leg. He screwed about and- fired 
quickly at the retreating figure of Doc Harmer. 
With a shrill scream the outlaw jacknifed back- 
wards into a buckthorn clump. Mart Whitmore 
hobbled over to him. 

The man was dying. There was a faint grin on 
his already stiffening lips. 

"Almost made it," he grunted. "Hell, you can't 
always be a winner. Better get back to your kid. 
Whitmore. He—" 

Harmer's head slumped on his chest. 

From the trail behind came the muffled beat 
of horse's hoofs. That would be Sam Canby, riding 
up to see how it had worked out. But just now 
Mart Whitmore wasn't thinking of Canby, 
Harmer, or anything else except his boy, Jimmy. 
Harmer had said Jimmy still lived! Mart sprinted 
for the cabin as fast as his grazed left leg would 
permit. 

He found the shack without trouble, burst in 
the rotting door. "My boy!" the big man sobbed, 
sinking beside the crude bed. Nor was he ashamed 
of the tears which pooled his eyes, threatened to 
run unchecked across his cheek. 

For Jimmy Whitmore's eyes were open and he 
was smiling. "Dad!" the kid said weakly. "Gosh! 
I'm glad to see you!" 

Mart Whitmore didn't think about the miracle — 
Jimmy's being alive, the fever checked. He just 
knelt by his son's side and was thankful he'd been 
spared. Tenderly, he stroked Jimmy's white fore- 
head, holding the boy's little hand in his broad 
left one. 

It was like this that Sam Canby found them. 

"Mart!" the deputy panted. "Them shots plumb 
scared hell out of me. I thought Harmer'd got 
wise it was me goin' back, not you. Then I found 
Harmer an'—" He caught sight of Jimmy on the 
bed. "Hallelujah! The kid's okay!" 

Mart Whitmore nodded. In that moment he'd 
knelt by the bed, he had spotted the delicate 
glass tube, the cotton wadding and tape on 
Jimmy's throat. He'd noted, too, the smell of 
medicine in the air. All of which spelled one 
thing to Mart Whitmore — operation. Doc Harmer, 
true to his former profession, hadn't been able to 
refrain from helping this sick kid. Unaided, he 
had performed a tracheotomy on Jimmy's wind- 
pipe, giving the tortured little lungs the air they 
so sorely needed. 

Doc's bag, lying open on a table, gave mute 
testimony to the deed. The outlaw had carried it 
with him everywhere, not knowing but when it 
might be called on to save his life. 

Mart Whitmore looked up at Sam Canby and 
swallowed. "Harmer wasn't all bad," he said 
softly. "There's some good in the worst of us." 











" RESCUE PARTIES ARE HEIR- 
LESS BECAUSE OFTHB. INTENSE 
FLAMES FROM THE COAL GAS 
SHOOTING OUTOFTHE SHAFT 



THE FAMILIES OF THE TRAPPED 
\MINEPS WAIT HELPLESSLY 



MILITARY AUTHOR/TIES APE GRAVELY 
WORRIED AS THIS PI3ASTEP '5 
SERIOUSLY THREATENING OUTPUT 
FOR ENGLAND'S ARMS INDUSTRIES 




EVEN THOUGH MY FATHER "W DON'T WORRY. 
AND MY BROTHER, JOHN, \ I WON'T ' 
ARE TRAPPEP DOWN THERE 
I DON'T WANT TO SEE YOU 
THROW AWAY YOUR UFE 
IN A BRAVE BUT USELESS 




Ai THE MINERS OBEY THE 
TAPPED OUT MESSAGE, VUtCAN 
BURNS THROUGH THE WALL OF 
ROCK THAT HEMMED THEM IN 




RIGHT AFTER EATING JOAN'S Vt US MINERS MUST 

FATHER AND BROTHER ARISE WORK TUB MINES 

^m ' IFOURLADSAPE 

LEAVING f 3 ^H<' / ^*^, ^/ TO «H V£ 7Wf biM - 

WMW TO FIGHT THE 

SHE MY 




FOR MONTHS, DER LUFTWAFFE HAS 
SEEN TRYING TO SET PICTURES OF 
ENGLAND'S GREAT V/C70RY MINE... 
WITHOUT SUCCESS, BUT NOW IT HAD 
AH ACCIDENT/ THE FLAMES GUIDED 
OUR PLANES STRAIGHT TO tT„ 
UND DEV MADE A PERFECT 
PHOTOGRAPH OF IT f 





THE HEAVY BUNS RECEIVE 
THEIR RANGE ON THE GREAT 
VICTORY MINE ANO THE 
ORDER TO FIRE 7 




VULCAN ZOOMS TAKE COVER, JOAN. 
INTO THE AIR,. TO STOP THE SHELLS RIGHT 

WHERE THEY CAME FROM 



' Ftltsr I'LL TAKE 
.. THESE FLAMES 
' WITH Mt THAT 

THE NAZI 
SHELLS 




VULCAN'S HEAT TURNS THE 

BIS SUNS INTO RED HOT 
FLOWWG LIGLUID AS THE 
NAZIS FLEE FOR THEIR 
LIVES 



SO THESE GR£AT,8/S CONQUERORS 
WANT TO PLAV WITH FLAME. DO 7HEY< 

SEE WHAT THEY'LL Do 

■ THIS' 




VULCAN VIEWS THE HAVOC HE NAD 
CREATED BEFORE RE7UR/V/NS TO 
THE TOWN OF THE GGEAT V/CT OKVMIK 

THEY ASKED FOR IT! THEY 
&ESTROVED OTHERS WITH 
FLAME. NOW LET THEM 
EAT FLAME ' 



W HIS WAV HE 
DOESN'T REALIZE THAT THE Mil 
LUFTWAFFE HAS ALREADY BEEN 
SENT TO FINISH THE JOB OF 
DESTROYING THE TOWN A NO 
THE GkEAT V/CTOZV NI/AIE WHICH 
THE Biff GUNS HAVE BEGUN 





THE NAZIS, IN THEIR £ FFORT TO 

completely alitz our the town, 

DROP INCZND/ARY aOPIBS IK 
BttEAT >*M9*rS 



THE PEOPLE FISHT HOPELESSLY TO 

PUT OUT THE BOMBS WHEN 
5UDDENL.S... 



WHATARE "/Of MWW I TELL THE 
TO OQ, VULCAN? tflfJE I PEOPLE 
\JA& THE LAST ,^/TOSTAY 





WiCAM APPEARS /NEVER? ISSUE 
OFSUPER-WSTERycOMtCS 
ON SALE AT YOUR NEWSSTAND 



The 97 Pound 
Weakling 

— Who became "The World's 
Most Perfectly Developed Man" 

"I'll prove that YOU too 
can be a NEW MAN!" 



eighed only 97 lbs.! I 



means to have the kind of body 
*se, you wouldn't know it to look 
5 once a skinny weakling who 
lis ashamed lo strip for sports or 
such a poor spirinien of physical 
■ ntly self- 



dpvcldument that I .. . 

barrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "DHttomic Tension." It ga 
that won for me the title "World's Most ~ " 
Man." 

When I say I can make you over into a man of giant pov. 
and energy, I know what I'm talking about. I've seen i 
new system, "Dyiutiuii- Tfusiijii." transform hundreds 
weak, puny men into Atlas Champions. 

Only 15 Minutes a Day 

Do you want big, broad shoulders— a fine, powerful chest 
—biceps like steel— arms and legs rippling with muscular 
strength- -a stomach ridged with bands of sinewy muscle— 
and a build you can be proud of? Then just give me the 
opportunity to prove that "Dynamic Tension" is what you 

No "ifs" "ands," or "maybes." Just tell me where you want 
handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby? Or 
skivuiv and gawky? Are you short-winded. ])f plcss'.' Do 
vou hold back and let others walk ■if wilh the prri'icsi yirls. 
best jobs, etc.'.' Then write for details ahoul '(Jjy-niiutc Tph- 
sion" and learn how I can make you a healthy, confident, 
powerful HE-MAN. 

"Dynamic Tension" is an entirely NATURAL method. Only 
15 minutes of voilr span- time dailv is enough to show aiiia'/- 
ing results— and it's actually fun! -Dynamic Tension" dnes 
the work. 





Send for FREE BOOK 

Mail the coupon right now for full details and I'll 
send you my illustrated book, '"Everlasting Health 
ind Strength." Tells all about my "Di/iujirtic Tension" 
lelhod. Shows actual photos of men I've made into 
ampions. It's a valuable book! And it's FREE, 
your copy today. Mail the Coupon to me per- 
,lly CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 255V, 115 East 23rd St., 
York, N. Y. 



, 



